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ſmall 4 pamphlet will hot admit of a long Dedica- 


89 
ſubje& of it. Befille „What Can 1 "ſay of a character 
ſo well known in the world, hut what every perſon of 
any conſequence in it, is well acquainted with already. 
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To be ingenu6Uus; Sir, I have*addrefled theſe Poems to 
you expreſaly fot the tedfobithat renders encomiums un- 
neceſſary. The Tuplick, on finding that they have not 


ret Vit vdr entit diſapprobation, may be encouraged 
to read, as I have been to publiſh them; and amongſt 
the multitude of unſucceſstul publications, it requires 
no leſs an intereſt with that judge to obtain a candid 
hearing. SY 443 ng 


I do not expect that theſe Elegies, were they better 
than they are, would meet with univerſal approbation ; 
the 


tion; your Fane ri” muſt fot therefore be the 
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uch from the ancients, the lovers of antiquity that I 
have hazarded too much of, my own. Thoſe will try. 
me on rules unknown to Tibullus, Ovid, &c. | Theſe 
will condemn me for not ſticking cloſer to thoſe models, 
in / an age when the rhaoners, or at Eaſt thei decorums 
differ very much from the licentiouſneſs avowed in the 


Court of Auguſtus. If perſons of taſte and ſenfibility, 


like yourſelf, in general approve, whatever fach critics 
may Ms by ſhall never en ga that I Bu them. under 


I K. Et Hανο,j 
Vour moſt obedient, 7 
[Moſt humble Servant, N 


The AUTHOR. 
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AIDENS, to you, by Nature form'd to glow | 1 
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With ſympathy, when U aaa -lorn poets Sons. lf 
: To you I dedicate my ſongs of woe, ö | 
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n ve youths, whoſe hearts (perhaps like mine in vain) 


Have learnt in loye's dear miſery to pinej 
Come liſten to my love-indited ſtrain n, 
| And by your own ſoft 0 meaſure mine: : 
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The rude with ſudden delicacy charms, ord or nd bor 


Avaunt the proud, the mercenary heart, 
And all that ſoft defires could never move ! 


Io ſuch no thrilling can my ſong impart: 


Can pity ſoften what reſiſted love ? 


Why ſhould we bluſh in honeſt fires to melt ? : 
How weak to boaſt unnat'ral hearts of ſteel ! 
Love ev'ry age and ev'ry clime has felt, : 183 
Love ev'ry age and ey'ry clime ſhall feel, 
Thro' him the elements forgot their ſtrife, 
As ſages fay; and order due obſerve, 
'Tis Love that gives the whole creation life, 
And makes it worth our trouble to preſerve. 
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.. 


From him the rugged ſketch of Nature's plan, 


It's ripe perfection and it's gloſs receives; 


Love animates th'-anpaMf6n'd clay to man, 


And virtues, Nature never meant him, gives. 


The dull grow witty when the paſſion warms, , 
The coward breaſt forgets it's wonted fears, 


And meltin g tyrants fain would hide their tears. 


The 


ebe 
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| The emulation of deſert and praiſe, : 


And all that men purfue, or maids a { 01. (ls 
Are due to love ; ; from him the poets lays, [VER 
The One s fortitude, and warrior s fire. 


A ruſtic, I had been a raſtic aa. 
Obſcurely hid amidſt a namelets throng ; ; 
But love inſpir'd to ang with ſofter ſil, 
And gave to boaſt that Browne has prais'd the (Ong. 
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Pardon me, Britain, I have with d thas foes, 
I've pined for wreaths to lure my Mina 8 eyes, 
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For fame, for her, my panting | boſom n glows, 
Fame as the means, but Mix A- 42 prize. | 


How could I brave th' inyaders of the land, 
That with my MIRA holds whatever's dear ? 
Her ſafety ſhould give light'ning to my hand, 
Her hand reward, or praiſes deck my bier. 
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Hence fruitleſs ſcyons of the ſtoic train, 


- Who:dully good, and negatively wiſe, 


Rail at your pleaſure, and deny your pain, 
What's all your virtue but a greater vice ? 
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Did apathy eber prompt a Britop's bre 
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To ſwell, to bleed, f + 9 1 nd us, . 181i I863 a bad 


gw 1144 g-* - = 


To ſacrifice his pleaſl ute, h nealth, eee e oh 924 
And die as WorrE did i in his Spun 8 Et N | 
IL 2821s neee eee 1 91 1 
Ve youths that emulate the good, and. great, 1 | 
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Heed not the wordy leſſon ns of the (choald;,,. , 
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All powerful eyes can quicker means create, 
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Undull'd. by Yay, e and uncrampt by rules. N TRAP 
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Fear not to love, ev'n ſhould a. loves pine, 
Citi b «ry ent i oi 
Sweeter than other's joys his ſorrows prove, 1 EIS 
And ev'ry boſom is not doom'd like ien 
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LEST years of youth, that glid untold away, 
Smooth as the Tweed that ran returnleſs by, 
Then Nature wore perpetual holiday, 
And nought in nature was ſo blithe as I. 


Remote from grandeur ſtood my ruſtic cot, 


In ivy (reverence of age) array'd, 


While clay-built walls betray'd the owner's lot, 
And lowly roofing mark'd an humble head. 


: My healthy fare was hunger-ſweet'ned bread, o 
My drink the liquid ſilver of the rill, 1 
Thin was my veſture, and my hardy bed | 
A tufr of ruſhes or a rifing hill. 


But Peace was there, and brought her jocund train, 


SF, Health, Joy, and reſt, that fears no rouzing groan; 
| — N o views had I beyond my little plain, 
Maſter of all things by deſiring none. 
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But peace no more, nor joy my ſteps attend, 
INor downy reſt, nor health reſide with 1 
Poor ſufF'ring exile! IJ had once a friend; 


But friends, alas ! from our afflictions flee. 


vet ſtill, when recollection to the ſoul 


— * 4 + 


Brings back the viſions of departed j joys, Fey : 


Ev'n midſt their tears, our.eyes with pleaſure roll, 


Our boſoms flutter at the ſtzanger's voice. g 


Come care- enſlumb'ring Fancy lead awhile, 
To hcights where golden flow'rs perfume the ground, 
Where oft, a child, I ſeiz'd the berry ſpoil, bh ; | 5257 
Or chaced the graſshopper that chirp'd around. bi, 1 


Lead to the ſweet receſs upon the hill, 
Where two old moſs-furr'd oaks majeſtic riſe, 


Where from the rock, then guſhes down a rill 
To tfeek the lake below, that mocks the ſkies. 


1 
3 . * 5 1 » « 
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There oft I rov 4 as early as the bee, 1 
That hams kd] Joy at morn's reviving. hue, 
Feaſting from flow'r to flow r, from tree to tree, 


And bruſhing off the glittring gems of dew. 4 
There 


Line 


There oft while thou haſt, Fancy, from my eyes 
Wiped the groſs A by which the foul i is bound, 
I waked from grofler ſenſe with rapt ſurprize, 


And gazed upon th etherial forms around. | 5 


There, while er I conn'd the Muſes ſtrain, 
Who taught unſeen, uhheard by all but me, | 1 7 
The clown has peep'd, look'd round and round in vain, 


And e ſcared them with his ruſtic e glee, 


1 _ 
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When the POR ſun has ai lend 1 mid-day fire, 
Oft while I ſlept beneath yon ſpreading tree, 

I dreamt I heard Apol/#s golden lyre, 708 415 
Nay I have dreamt lie gave that lyre to me., 


24 > wud 


At ev'n from thence in mimic tints I took, 
The glancing lake, and the inverted word. 

Till the red light the furtheſt rocks forſook 
That hang alternate o'er the winding flood. 


Not far the green, where to the pipe's ſhrill ſound, 
We danc'd till darkneſs drove us to the hearth, h 

Where the briſk glaſs, and tale, and ſong went round, 
And what they lack'd in taſte, made up in mirth. 


Yet 
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| Yet Fancy fly this green, alas! 
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I firſt ſaw Mira like! love's mother move, 8 
And fly that feat, for there ſhe deign d to hear, 
And I firſt dar d to faulter ont * 1 love.” 
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What now avails thro' diſtant climes to roam, 
To ſhun the preſence of th ungrateful fair, 
If love- born fancy (til reviſits home, 


, And rips afreſh the cank'ring wo of © care? 


Ah ! Colin, Colin, thou muſt ſtill endure | 
Thy luckleſs love, or other med'cine try * 


No change of climate can effect thy cure: 


Where from their thoughts can wretched lovers fly 2 


E L E G Y III. 


GRANT, when Nature models men like thee, 
Deſtin' d to ſhine the patterns of mankind, 
With ev'ry paſſion mixt in due degree, 

She tempers nice the matter for the mind. 


Hence thirſt of takes and candor flow, 
Hence peaceful breaſts with bravery expand, 

Hence gen'rous ſouls Rill happy to beſtow, 

With wary prudence to reſtrain the hand. 


Thus by pois'd action and re- action move 
In harmony the orbits of the foul; 

While curb'd by reaſon, all-regning Love 
Sives the laſt poliſh to the perfect whole. 


But when ſhe caſts the crowd, (as poets 5 teach) 
She takes 1 incurious of the caſual maſs, 

As Chance, her handmaid; holds it to her reach, 
Nor nicely weighs, but lets the blemiſh paſs. 
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Whence ſome preponderate, ſome men their views 
On pow r or honors undiverted hold, J 
To Learning this his ſteady way Matos, 
And deaf to other calls that a his gold. 8 4 | 
Whence I, my friend, deſpondilie as you ſee, | 3 
Where'er I fly unceaſing torments prove, 1 — 
That weary MIRA, Heaven, myſelf, and thee; 


My melting ſoul was made of nought but Love. 
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Ev'n when I pant for riches or for fame, 


Tis but to lure aſpiring Mix A“'s eyes, 


Rage, pity, envy, whatſoe'er the name, 


Yet ſtill tis Love that lurks in that diſguiſe. 


Or ſhould the maſs ſome vein that's foreign hold, 


And other paſſion chance awhile to move, 


Like the vex'd Phrygian that turn'd all to gold, 


My * eromagnet foul turns all to Love. 


Compounded from "Egus Love, or Cryſomagnet from »guoos Gold. Vida. 
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INTER's no more, the North has ceas'd to blow, 


Exulting ſtreams have broke their icy chain, 
The fog's diſpell'd, diflolv'd the mountain ſnow, 


The meads once more their Lowry bride diſplay, 
The bounding flocks renew their wonted fires, 

And piping. ſhepherds hail the genial May, 
Parent of bloſſoms,” and of gay deſires. 

Hark 'tis the fg 455 cooes in yonder dale, 
Murm'ring his joy in many a giddy round, 


O happy bird! thy fair one hears, thy tale, 
Nor bids diſtruſt thy faithful boſom wound. 


The coldeſt breaſts reanimated burn, 
Thro' the clear ſtream the wanton fiſhes play, 


— 


All Nature rouſes at the ſpring's return, 
And loves and gladdens in the brighter day. 


And Zephyr 8 nn ſcarce moves the dimpling main. 
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Alone | 
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To thee for liberty of grief I 47 
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Alone are we, my Mix A, doom'd to know, 
That not for us the ſun exalts his fires, 
Thy frozen boſom feels not Nature's glow, 
My broken heart no vernal joy inſpires. 

Go, happy ſhepherd, go enjoy the ſpring, 
i laughing landſcape glos alone for thee, 
Come, penſive Night, ſtretch out thy ſable wing, 


And ſpread oblivion o'er my woes and me. 


* 


Or mongſt yon tombs immarbled wilt I lie, 


Nought ſhall diſturb my lethargy of woe, 
By all unheard, unhearing will I pine, 
Unleſs the riv'lets murmur as they flow; 
Or Philomel ſhould add her griefs to mine. | 


Where yon rude rocks o'erhang the barren en. 


And broòbd o'er ſorrow till the coming dawn. 


My friends in yain, in vain the piteous fair 159.9 
Have warn'd my health' againſt the apap; — 
Why ſhould I, Mir A, ſhun the noi ſome air? | 
Ah! what i is health, if unobſerv'd by you? 
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My vigor melts, my ruddy colour flies, ABORO zan 
en theſę upbraid, 
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The fatal rigor of thy watchleſs eyes, 3 
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Yet ſcorn not, Mis 4, fince een 


And fad deſtruction that thy ſcorn has made. 
rn, nu 4 enen woo arr ia; 
d SY dJ% * 11 < | 1 181 k ? "_n 11 
25.33 41510773 cht io 175 RF S117 5 
But huſh my plaints, pain not her tender ear, 
Compell no more, the maid averſe to fr. f 


, # # tc Mp” k 


My growing ſorrows are too great to bear, 


But farewell, Mika, I can bear to die. 
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HE wretch whoſe dark and ſolitary way, 


Lies o er a * unknown, and deſarts drear, 


2 . 170 0 Bt 4 i . 2 ary | | 
Sees with delight the lam p-lil & vapor pla ; 5 05 


8 p 
ISTH * 5 . enn > 1 
And thinks ſome hoſpi al efuge near. - 
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. In hope already glows the chearful hearth, 
The viands odour, and the liquor flo, 319008 TONY {- 5 z 
Or tales attune him up to jocund mir. den TION en | 
Or downy ſlumbers opiate his woes; is de veger le 
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For theſe, freſh vigor prompts his way-Worn feet 
To force the tangles of the thorny brake, 1 Rh 1 


VTLS To climb the rugged hill with panting heat, 
1 = Or en the thrilling chillneſs, of the lake. 15 l 5 6 
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ni S A little further ſtill his n „ een 
| „ Wide of the path that leads athwart the maze, f 
0 Still from his toil the fleeting vapours flie, 
| 2 And ruin beckons to their wining. blaze. 
1 . | 
. | Juſt lo fair Fame my fond purſuit cludes, x 
l | * Yet ſhines and lures me to purſue again, 
1 Thus Hope o'er viſionary Pleaſure broods, SO 
1 | Yet leads to labyrinths of real pas. A1 
ud g eib ls ita trans a 1270 Re 8. 
DO Friend to Fame and me, Montgom!ry, ſay, 1 
ji be Can genius lag while emulation fires, . 3 4 . | | : 
| [ ® Or can deſire thro' ey 'ry ſcience fray, 
| A wreathleſs dupe to all the world admires. 
; 5 | When 
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When GRAx, ſweet mourner, plucks a deathleſs name 


When the grey warrior grimly deckt with ſcars, 


When GR 900 knowing, gains the ſkies, 


With pain, with life, nor think it dearly bought. 


1 


Set next the fire reconquers in his tale, Let 


And maps the change of fluctuating wars. 40 


O'er oaken empires, and thro' Rhines of ale, 


Intent 1 liſten, oh my pulſe beats high 1 
To ſcale the wall, or ford the hoſtile ſtream L | * 222 
And when late flumbers cloſe my wearied eye, ; 


Still phantom laurels haunt my broken dream. Wh. 


From mould'ring ruins of ignoble biers, 
Or GoLDsMITH Gngs, rapt with the love of . 
I graſp my ſhell, a rival to their tears. 


Or jarring ſenates join to' boaſt a Burks; 
Or REyNoL Ds bids a new creation riſe, | 


And teaches Nature to improve her work. 


How am I brd? how em'lous of each name! 2 
Of ſuch as aobly did or greatly thought? 
Nought ſeems difficult---I could purchaſe fame 


- 
1 
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* h maid, refigrv 4 . F Ai / 
1 Thy beauties ta obſcurity and me | 
* Curſt be the name, however it might ſhine, r ; 
# That waked a with from rapture and from thee.. ' SR | | 
| Vet left for ghaſtly war thy weeping charms, | 
| And three times curs'd the fool whoſe torpid breaſt, - _ 5774 
|. For learned vigils baulk'd thy wiſhing arms. | 8 
| Ah what avails the warrior's ceaſcleſs toils, | | 
| For laurels that ſo ſoon forgotten fade? a / 
Þ When cool to weep amidſt his bloody ſpoils, | * 
1 The cureleſs * ruin that his fame has L n ng 1 | 
| And what avails accumulated ſkill, ; 
The midnight taper and emaciate pain 
| ? 2 b - | l "$ yo 3 1 : — 
0 Only to gain a larger ſphere Gf, + | 
And in more varied dialects complain. hat. . 
F * Repair thy wit, good youth, twill fall to cureleſs ruin elſe. „ . 
by — | | ; * SuAkEsTEAR A'? Merchant of Fanice.. 
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Ah not with thoſe can happineſs reſide, 
The goddeſs ſpurns the vulgar's loud huzzas, 
And empty ſepulchres of martyr'd pride, 


Beneath whoſe gold the worm inceflant grows. 
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No in yon vale, along yon flow'ry mead, 

Where the ſtream falling ſpreads a genial dew, 

And in yon cot, too low for glory's head,. 
The goddeſs dwells, and MIRA, waits for you. 


Enough my ſkill, ſo Mix will be mine, 
To make the chorus echoes conn her name, 
Or in ſmooth bark, with crooked knife, deſign, | 


The ſimple emblems of an artleſs flame. 


Go ſhorten life, ye wiſdom-ſceking fools, 
To you I leave the uſe and praiſe of art, 55 


I'll practice no dull ſoul-contracting rules, 


Nor language, ſave the language of the heart. 


Go ſhorten life, ye meteors of ſpite, 

80 laughter others, or by others fall, 

Under Love's banners only will I fight, | 
Joy makes life ſhort, but I'll enjoy it all. 
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Unenvied Maso Britain's fall ſhall mour n, 


Or SHERIDAN enchant the laughing pit; 
KENDRICK pervade whatever's to be known,, 


And ſtamp it's ſlerling value upon wit. 


Unenvied REyNoLDs ſhall o'er arts preſide, "$7 
And little criticiſm relieve his worth, 
The graces Cirn1ax1i's pencil guide, 


Or WzsT's ftrong mind call vaſt expreſſion forth : 
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Unenvied Nor TH ſhall ſteer Britannia's weal, 
Diſarm Gaul's. ruffian hand, or Faction's tongue, 
Or SAvILIE glow with patriotic zeal, 


And live the proof His heart was never wrong. 


Unenvied Howe ſhall Britain's heroes lead,. 
And fave her tott'ring empire o'er the ſea ; 


Mus6RAvE ſhall fight, brave * BARD and SpENDLOVE bleed, 


Yet nought, fave pity, wring a. tear from me.. 


They died at Bunker's-hill, after proofs of intrepidity that would have been 
more extraordinary, and conſequently more admired in any other army than that of 
Great Britain.. 


But 
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But Mira ſeeks for bliſs, while thus I rave, 14 
Miſtakes the path, and thinks the brighteſt beſt, © 1 


Now mad Ambition I'm again thy flave, 


And pant for Love and Fame---ah farewell reſt. | . 
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\ T dead of night, the hour when courts 


a In gay fantaſtic pleaſures move, 
And haply Mik A joins their ſports, 


And hears ſome newer, richer love. 


To Rolſline's ruins 1 repair 
A ſolitary wretch forlorn, 
To mourn uninterrupted there 


My hapleſs love, her hapleſs ſcorn. 
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No ſound of joy diſturbs'my ſtrain, 
No hind is whiſtling on the hill, 
No hunter. winding o'er the plain, 


No maiden ſinging at the rill. | 


Eſk murm'ring thro' the duſky pines, 
Reflects the moon's miſtmantled beam ; 

And fancy chills where'er it ſhines, 
To ſee pale ghoſts obſcurely gleam. 


Not ſo the nights that in thy halls, 
Once Roſline danced in joy along, 
Where owls now ſcream along thy walls, 


Reſounded mirth inſpiring ſong. 


Where bats now reſt their ſmutty wings, 
Th' impurpled feaſt was wont to flow, 
And beauty danc'd in gracefull rings, 


And princes ſat where nettles grow. 


What now avails how great? how gay ? 


| How fair, how fine their matchlefs dames? 


Here ſleeps their undiſtinguiſh d clay, 


And ev'n the ſtones have loft their names. 
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And yon gay crowds muſt ſoon expire, 
Unknown, unprais'd their fair one's name; FT = ary, 
Not ſo the charms that bards inſpire, 
Encreaſing years encreaſe their fame. 
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The great can never love like me, 


— 


: | Wealth adds not days, or 1 health, 


Come and be mine, in this ſweet ſpot, 
Where Eſk rolls clear his little wave. 27 
We'll live, and Eſk ſhall in a cot IS 2 


See joys that Rolline never gave. 
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LEST is the man, thrice bleſt, ho timely wiſe, on 
Leaves the rough paths Ambition gilds' in vain, 

And ſick of Courts; from all their magic Wag") * b . 111950 
To reſt, to Teißeng Bild à TRAD Pligg 
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Bleſt, tho' his realm were but a little ſpot, . 
« And all his ſubjects but a flock of ſheep, 
Tho' all his manſion were a ſtraw-built cot, 


His luxuries, health, appetite, and ſleep. 


Unſeen by Courts, for bim the meadows ſpring, 
And breezes waft ſweet odors from the glade, 
For him the rivers murmur, linnets ſing, 


And oaks ſpread out their venerable ſhade. 


No more, a Pris 'ner in the noxious town, 
He fears the plodding brow, or ſmiling face, 
Or faction's fury, or a monarch's frown, 


or ſelf- felt ſhame, or public-ſung diſgrace, 


Safe from the ſhore he views the dangers paſt, 
And low'ring clouds with ſpeculative eye, 

And pities thoſe that.ſtruggle thro' the blaſt 
For phantom hopes that from their labour fly. 


RoCHFORD, this bliſs, is your's, attain'd the coaſt _ 
Where pleaſure, health, and eaſe ſhall crown your days, 
Retir'd with (what few miniſters can boaſt) | 

Your Monarch's favor, and your country's praiſe. 15 of 


Not 
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Not ſcepters now could lure you from your reſt; 
But ah, ſhould Britain's woes your aid implore, 


Would you with ſteady wiſdom ſteel your breaſt, 


And facrifice your peace for her's no more ? 


Yes, ſhould ſhe call, rouz'd by your noble blood, 


You'd add to what Britannia owes your name, 


And die as you have liv'd, bold for her good, 
The butt of mis'ry, but the boaſt of fame. | 


Go then enjoy, unſcar'd by any wee, 
Returning health, and honourable reſt, 
With all the joys Retirement can beſtow, 
They beſt enjoy them who deſerve them belt. 


But ah in vain would my love-tortur'd heart 
To like repoſe and placid ſhades retire 3 

Which ever way I turn, the deep-fix'd dart 
Poiſons my breaſt with unabating fire. 


Let me to crowds and diflipation flee, 
Perch'd on my boſom fits the tyrant elf, 


Nor ſuffers me, his flave, to hear or ſee, 
Or think or talk to any but himſelf. 
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Or let me ſeek ſome ſolitary grove, 


Where calm content and joy were wont to reſt, 


His ſtable-ſtand on ev'ry object Lo 
Shoots fond ideas to my mad' ning breaſt. 


If in the grotto's ivy- pendant ſhade, 
Love too is there, and tortures in my dream, 
With me he fits on morning's new- dropt blade, 
And plunges with me in the gelid ſtream. 


Love {till oppreſſes thro' the fev'riſh night, 
I turn, and ſtrive to ſhake him off, in vain, 

I count the hours, and chide the tardy light, 
And riſe at dawn to prove recruited pain. 


Where the deer-ſtealers and to hoot the deer as mages 


Suskner ran . 
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| Had my Mira been by Fate decreed 
An humble virgin on the rural plain, 
Obſcure with me a little flock to feed, 


A crook her fortune, me her fire a Grain ; z 


Ry 5s 44 of, - 


No flatt'ry then had e her ſimple heart, 
No glitt' ring pomp had lured her longing eye, Yo 

Of ſome ſmall hamlet yet conceal' d from art, 
She kindeſt maiden K blitheſt { thepherd I. 


Or had gay fortune ſmiled 3 my birth, 
For me in pomp « did Parian columns riſe, 


1 ( 


Did many oxen till luxuriant earth, 
Or oaks innumerable ſcale the ſkies 7. 


MIRA might love the grottoes I ſhould rear, 


Where rills ould trickle from the ſcollop'd lone, 


Might haunt my groves the linnets long to hear, 
W . hap! deign t to make them all her own. 
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Oh! were I maſter of the Orient mine, 
The Tyrian purple, or Bapean Frus ! 

Yet think not, Mika, 'tis for 1 eſe 1 pine, 
My love-fick ſoul has ne er a wiſh ee 


8 te Anil 1 
love, ſhare little 
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My ruſhy pillow, and my homely fare; 
I'd never change it for a richer ſpot, | . 
Mean tho' it be, didſt thou inhabit 1 
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For what avails to unſucceſsful love | | 
| "11 baitl' q;roq 


In gilded palaces on down to lie, 
Can ſtoried ſtone, or tints, to pleaſure move, 


When ſleepleſs forrow dims the ſwollen eye? 
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On me, the loweſt of a lowly tribe, 
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Heav'n dropt no honors, no proud treaſures lent, 
To woo thee, Mixa, 1 have ne er a bribe, 45 
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But love, but peace, but pleaſure, and content. 


Yet come and fee my farm, 10 all around, | 
"ot of 

Few cho they be, how well my heifers thrive 

| Sweet Ceres ſmiles upon my little ground, | 


And buſy bees enrich my ſwarming hive. 
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Look, on yon hillock's ſide I've planted! trees, 
From blights ſecure, by genial zephyrs fan'd, 

Whoſe boughs lacutiant ſcent the vernal bree, 75 

And bend in Autumn to allure thy hand, 1914521 40 


I've rear'd a bow' r, where vi' lets deck the ground; uni nt 
And tufted elms repell the panting heat; 
Here roſes bloom, and woodbines twine around, 


A rill ene gurgles at your, feet. 42 


From far, kik of the rooks you hear; 
In diſtant meads tho wanton heifer lows, _ 

The ſ{ky-lark fings, the bees are humming near, 
And beds of chamomile provoke repoſe. | 


Diſdain not, Nymph, the pleaſures of the plains 
The ſhepherd's cottage, br his frugal cheer, | 

For Heav'n delights i in, uncotrupted ſwains, 
And fled from Kings, F elicity dwells here. | 


\ 


Mourn not to leave the paſtimes of the town; 
Where er thou goeſt, the ; graces are thy trat in, 
Cupid ſhall liſp the language of the clown, 
Or call che Muſes to the rural plain. | 
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While you are near, blba I thall- urge my toil, 

And goad my oxen o'er: che furrow'd lands, ai id zA 
Nor cer repine, ſhould ſweat my forchead ſoil; / Fee 
Or * bliſters vex my weary hands. 


On ſolitary Kits detain'd till late. 
I ſhall return to rapture and to thee; 699} 

And pity thoſe, who being rich or great, 
Shall vainly think they re happier than we. 


They are not happier : Say; carr boaſted wealth, 
Fearleſs to loſe, or live with lefs defire ? 

Can. wealth revive the pulſe of fault'ring health, - 
Or o'er its term prolong life's waſted fire > 


- 


| Can wealth more raptur'd hear the linnet abs. - 


Baſle in the ſun, or flimber in the grove ?* | net AT 
Can wealth more ravidh'd ſeent the flow'ring ri: 6. 
More gaily ſport, more truly; fondly love? ft Lak 


Say, ts the nymph that is to lorty piide, 3 ele zo 1-H! 

For wealth or titles mercenary old, 198%; | 
More bleſt than ſhe who ſtoops (a Thepherd's bride) 

To gain in fondneſs, what the Toft in god 5A 20 

| They 


* . — 
1e oe 465 
A N\FIL * 17 18 


290} 


1 38 


They leave for wealth their widow's pining arms, 
And war for riches thro' the diſtant ſea ; 
E'en their poſſeſſions chill'd by baſe alarms, 

But I'll have nought to gain or loſe but thee. 


The light'ning levell'd at t the haughty dome, 
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The ſtorms that richer, nobler cou ples part, 
Shall paſs offenceleſs o'er our humble loam, 


And brace us cloſer to each other's heart. 


Safe from the dreams that haunt the great with care, 
Our peaceful couch with roſes ſhall be ſpread, 

And health, and love, and pleaſure ſhall be there, 
And babes, ELM! Ws beſt decorate our bed; 


For them the t. tear ſhall ne er diſtreſs our eyes, 
Nor our cheeks crlnifon with averted ſhame; ; 
Below misfortune, and cont? d Foal vice, heed 


And heirs to more than crowns, an honeſt name. 


Grey hairs may come, t call not ceaſe to love; ; 
Nay, when Death calls, and I muſt part from you, 
My dying eyes my laſt fond with ſhall move, 
My dying eyes ſhall graſp my laſt adieu. 


I | Yet 
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Yet while youth fires, oh] come into my arms, | 
Come taſte the bleſſings of all bounteous Heavy na 
Unbleſt the maid that hoards her barren charms, 
To her in vain were-youth and beauty giv'n.. 
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HAT tho' no let wreaths my brows adorn, 
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Debarr'd the hill where Pythian waters flow z 
I feel that Venus ſmil'd when I was born, | 


\J 


And gave to pluck the 2 82 rs that bloom below. | 


Love leads me where relaxing Muſes ſtray, 
From | graver toils on Pleaſure” s lap reclin'd, 
At his deſire they teach a ſofter lay, 
And roſe- mixt myrtle round my temples bind. 


Let other bards the epic trumpet blow, Pty 
To Phœbus and to glory not unknown, were N | ak 
Let them o'er heroes god-like ons glow, 4 4 Ty 5 
And on their deathleſs laurels graft + their « own. Sha & 
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Let them extol what Britons once have done, 
And rouze them up to what they ought to do, 
Till Gauls aghaſt from their dread vengeance run, 


Curſing the ſtrains that their ſunk fire renew. 


J fing of Love; the youth that hapleſs glows 
Shall read, and profit by my love-learn'd ſong, 

The maid ſhall read, ſhall know her lover's woes, 
Shall pity, and not idly pity long. 


Ves ſhe ſhall pity, cruel tho f. the be, 


Deſpair not, lovers, tho: awhile ye pine, | 
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Mina, my love, was crueller than the, 


Yet lo my loved, and loving maid is mine. 


She heard my ſong, ſhe heard it not in vain, 
Before her words her eyes began to ſpeak, - 
Take this, ſhe cried, to compenfate paſt pain, 


And kiſs d all tears for ever from my cheek. 


O! when I burn d er the fond em 
She fain the dear cottfeſſion would recall, 


She bluſh'd, and turn'd to hide her glowing face, 
And forc'd a frown, but ſmil d well pleas d withall. 
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At firſt I ſnatch · d the ſoul-tranſporting kiſs, 
She ſtrove, but yielding, meant to ſtrive in vain ; 
Her panting breaſt met mine diffolv'd-in bliſs, | 
In tranſport loſt ſhe preſs'd, and kiſs'd again. 


Toil on, ye dupes to fame; here comes my fair, 
Our ſoft, tumultuous raptures to renew; 
When Love, when Pleaſure, can one moment ſpare, 


I give it, greater bards, to pity you. 
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| HE trumpet calls, my palpitating heart 
Reluctant murmurs out its laſt adieu; 


Stern Honour, Mira, ſays that we muſt, part. 


And drags my foul from pleaſure and from you. 


How can I leave the orchards I have rear d, 


BY 


The thriving herds that 1 fo long have led, 


* The beauteous ſcenes that cuſtom has endear d, 
The purling riv'let, and the cowſlip bed? 


How 
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How can I leave the dear delightful cot, 
Which twining ſhrubs contended to adorn ? 
How can I leave the lovely, lovely ſpot, 
Where ſoft affection whiſpers I was born? 


I do not weep to leave my native plains, | 
My cot, my cattle, or my blooming grove ; 
I do not weep to leave my kindred ſwains, 


But ah ! I weep, I muſt, to leave my love. 


Yet weep not, Mira, weep not that we part, 
I'll weep for both, ah! dry thoſe ſwollen eyes, 
For ſhould pale grief o'erwhelm my Mika's heart, 
The ſwain ſhe pities by her pity dies. 


Curſt be the man that firſt invented war; 
Curſt he that melted firſt pernicious ores ; 
Thrice curſt the firſt that mark'd the polar ſtar, 
And, facrilegious, ſail'd to diſtant ſhores. 


F ool, could he think that wealth's precarious prize 
Could compenſate love loſt whole tedious years? 

Can brilliants balance luſtre-loſing eyes, 
Or pearls be valued at a virgin's tears? 
* 
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Are India's plains more green, more gay than ours ? 
Do ſtreams more ſweetly murmur as they flow ? | 
More calm the ſhades ? of ſweeter ſcents the flow'rs ? 


Þ I The fruit of purer taſte, or richer glow ? © 


The plains indeed may be as green, as gay, 
More rich the fruit, and fragranter the flow'rs, | 
Nature may riot in a brighter day, 


But ſure their maidens are not fair as ours. 


Of fairer maids whole here the faireſt ſhe 
Returns my love, why Joyleſs ſhould I rove? 
; Ambition, what have I to do with thee ? 


So ſoft a heart was made alone for love. 


— 


| Yet, as J love, I muſt deſerve the fair: 
Deſire lie dead, Love ſpeaks with Honor's yoice ; 
"Tis not by eaſe, but action, I muſt dare, | 
To bid the world applaud my Mixa's choice. 


Dauntleſs I'll traverſe the vaſt ſwelling main, 
Where thro! black rocks white ſurges laſh the coaſt, 
Where gleaming light'ning guides the rattling rain, 
And tempeſts howl till hope itſelf be loſt, 
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Patient 


on 
Patient I'll bear hot India's panting ray, 
The rage of thirſt, and famine's monſtrous fare, 


Boldly thro' threat'ning points I'll hew-a way 
For laurel'd chiefs, that ſhould have led me there. 


* 


What is all this to purchaſe fearleſs eaſe, 
For her whoſe pleaſure's dearer than my own ? 
Fierce thunder war, ſwell, ſwell ye ſtormy ſeas, 


So I may raiſe her bove a crowd unknown. 


So the ſage fire, around her paſling car, 
| May thus exhort his animated ſon, 
Beauty's the premium of ſucceſsful war, 


Since thou can'ſt love, go fight as he has done. 


I ſhall return,---yes, yes I ſhall return, 
Heav'n is my guard ;---diſpell, my love, your fears, 
Heav'n will not let my widow'd Mir a mourn, 


For Heav'n delights not, ſure, in virtue's tears. 


With equal flames our mutual boſoms beat, 
Born for each other, dangers vainly roar, 
Heav'n will renew our joys, our joys compleat, 


It gave ſo much, it means to give us more. 


Sweet 
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Sweet is the Spring that a long Winter ends, 
Sweet, after ſtorms, calm ſunny zephyrs move, 
Sweet, after drought, - the genial ſhow'r deſcends, 


And, after abſence, ſweet, O ſweet is Love. 


When I come back, how bleſt will be the morn, 
A bounding joy ſhall revel thro' my ſheep, 
Wildly will Tray falute his lord's return, - 


MIRA ſhall preſs me, and with pleaſure weep. 


Swiſt blow ye winds to India's hated clime, 
Swift blow ye winds back to my native ſhore, 
Swift fly ye hours until the happy time, 


When we ſhall meet to ſeparate no more. 


Mean time forget not your contracted troth, 
Let no new flame your tender boſom move, 

Forget not, Heav'n will not forget your oath, 
Misfortunes ever puniſh faithleſs Love. 


But if Tm doom'd to a far diſtant bier, 
By ſtorms, or war, or fell diſeaſe, adieu; 
O'er my cold mem'ry drop at leaſt a t 8 
How many tears ſhould I have ſhed for you? 


* 


* 
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Think 'twas for you l left my native plain, 
A chearful kindred, and a temp'rate ſky, 
And braved the hoſtile land, and ſtormy main, 
For you I wiſh'd to live, and dared to die. 


Sp 


. 


ELL me, ye ſwains, whoſe wanton heifers ſtray 


Along the windings of the dewy vale, 
Tell me, ye maids, ariſen to greet the May, 
And gather hawthorn in the flow'ring dale, 


Where does my love enjoy the morning air ? 
Along the path I came, and o'er the hill, 
I've ſearch'd the woods, but MIRA is not there, 


1105 


Nor does ſhe frolick near her fay'rite rill. 


In vain, alas! I ſeek my FRE" maid, | 
Nor in the grove, nor hawthorn dale is ſhe, 
The ſickly maid upon her couch! is laid, 
Lo more to; cheer the birth of May, nor "pug 
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For this the gods inceſſant 1 iavote; \ 
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No more her eyes with Placid brillianee roll, 
Her lips no more invite our warm defires, 

No more her voice diflolves the liſt ning ſoul, 
No maiden envies now. nor youth admires. 


- 
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What tho' her eyes no more their conqueſts boaſt, 


Or cheeks no more retain their roſey hue? 
What tho' her limbs their wonted grace have loſt, 
Her mind's Rin blooming, and her Col ix 5 true. 


Lament not, maid, thy luſtre-loſing charms, 


The charms that fade deſerve not Mix A's care, 


1 


Ah! fince reſerv'd to blefs thy Cor Ix's arms: 


Lament not, maid, for thou haſt charms: to ſpare. | 


Blooms not the portion I defire with thee, 
Nor ſtate, nor wealth, for which the dag pine; | 
Let worth be all; for worth is all to me; | | 
And long may health propitious make hs mine. 
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And chiefly Love, come Love, and fave thy. own ; 
Should MIRA die, Death, by one fatal ſtroke, | 
Would rive two ſubje&s from "ay weepivg throne. © 


— 


Phcebus, 


x: 
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Phoebus, no more I ſeek thy oops; ping 


So may no honors o'er my mem r eee 
But ah! to cull each potent herb:infpireg 7 1000 0 
And ſnatch my Mixx from eee 2 19.9 IL 


oo 


For what avails to labour for a name? 


To barter life for a more Pond rous urn 
Well pleaſed with her I'd are dehart d of e 
But ĩs life perpetually to mourn? 


Ah ſave her, Jeve, 1 leſt man diſown thy reign, 
What guilt ſhall deprecate thy penal blow ? 
If ſo much beauty was but made in vain, 


And ſo much 2 94 ſuffers ſo much woe. 


Ceaſe all ye — th“ unequal tr ife, - 
Gainſt two poor mortals, who your wrath deplore; i 
Oh grant my Mix A, all 1 aſk, her life, 


The charms you envied her are now no more. 


Nip not, ye fates, the joy of bloomin 8 years, 
Abſtain your hands; remove yt yon theeat'ning bier, 

Full many call thee ripe with age and tears, | 

Go wiſh'd for there; oh 1 how untimely here. 


— 
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But if that both are bebe e ict ce 
And one of us is:doorh'd: to fell diſeaſe, lite N Itu d? 
To me transfer her pains, thrice trebled 908 Ind 01 ! e 

If e er the drorſt extorta vit. for eaſe. t. 
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Or if the meaſure of ae es of Alita rl 105 
Is all run out, to her exiſtence givzt-e 241 of 
All, all the future years you meant for me: 

How vainly meant, if Mixa muſt not live. _ | + 
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Penſive gloom now veils the brow of night, ; 
The diſtant tides with hollow murmurs flow. 


Ivi3 inne 
The plaintive bird that + Muns the noiſe of licht, 
Fills ev'ry echo with her tales of W oe. 


Ceaſe not thy ſtrains when I approach thy ſprays, . td: doe l 
I come not to diſturb, but join 3 in grief, FLARES nad 
Tell me, ſweet ſongiter, if a piteous la r 


Can yield a lover's breaking heart relief? 


LC N 


Oh! had I notes like thine, like thee I'd ng 
And think, and ſigh, and ſorroty all niglit long TAS} 05 
Will no ſad Muſe ſpread out her ſable wing; Arif 1 
And dictate numbers to a wretch's ſong ?:? 


O Phcebus, ſovereign, of health -and+ydufe,, | lt 0 
- Whoſe ſkill denied fair Mix As le to ſave, „er 2d 
Still lives thy rigor to her lifeleſs herſe. 

Muſt no green laurels deck her early gravre?s?s 


What tho', fair ſhade, no laurels deck thy me * 
With leſs of pomp the face of grief appears, 
My Doric Muſe neglects the rugged verſ e. | 

And 'ſtead of laurels, ſtrewrs thy grave with tears. [1 


. ; . | 
A rural Muſe no honors may beſtow, | 
But I, each morning, to.thy.grave will come, - | 
_ . 
To pluck the weeds that there unſeemly gro. + 
| 
i 
1 
| 
| 


And chaunt fad dirges, o'er thy ſacred tomb: 


The ruddy maid that tends her early care. 

Shall weeping liſten, while my ſongs complain, 
And, ſighing, own no nymph-whs-e'er o fair, 

No youth more conſtant than thy widow'd ſwain. 


8 | Death 
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Death paſſing oft way hear at laſt, and turn, aten I. ban 110 
What life denied in ſtonyrknit oùr name: Feels bn 
And liſt ning youth bell btend leaunũ ouf ure 1 ba cit Hi 
While grey-hair di friendſhip fpreads our. humble Wy . 


Nought to the dead aygils/the:crefted  biers;© r wiſer)! 
The fallen hero ne er beholds:his" buf, b2iazb Liz. og, 
Her fun'ral flatt rers grandeur cannet hear . 22% 


But plauding peans glad the flinted duſt. 


Weep then, ye ſhepherds, with loft plaintive lyse. 

| Recount the merits of herthapteſs bl-oem | | 

Weep too, ye nymphs, nor ſtint the niggatd praiſe;- ©! 
For Envy's voice ſhould ſlumber in the tomb. 


— 
» 


Where we'rt thou, Venus, on the fatal day 
That rank d my Mix A with the u bert dead, 


Thrice at thy fane I rais'd' the votive lay. 7 2612 2:5 
And thrice. with incenſe call'd thee to her aid. 


* 


Thrice call'd in vain, my vows tho' ſhe bers wm 
From rugged fate e en Venus cannot fave," 11% ,. 
Adonis dying reach'd her love-lorn car, 
She wept, twas all ſhe could, upon his grave. 
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And now onee more for loſs of thee ſhall-weep, 
Whom Bards' have call'd the laughter-loving Queen, 


The Loves in tears their idle arrows ſteep, 


And ſhun the revels of the jocund green go | 


. 
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For much ſhe lov'd thee, Min A, ver wy fee © 19 to of fn | | 
A thouſand charms, the gifts of Venus, ſhone, *' | | 
And when thou ſickend'ſt, in each fading grace | 
She loſt a proyince from her love-propt throne. 1 10 ) 


But hark ! a voice amidſt the miſty gloom, 


„ > GMs. Low 


With awful accents checks my trembling lays, ? 
« *Tis not (it cries) the portion of the tomb, | : 


Or mould'ring beauty claims eternal praiſe.” | 


* Enough of theſe thy erring reed has ſung, 
% *Twas not by them the learnt to climb the fly, 
« Regain'd the happy ſeats from whence ſhe ſprung, 
« And fits with glory thus enthron'd on high ; 


«« *'Twas Virtue, brighteſt in the darkeſt day, 
And by the loſs of ornament encreas'd, 

«© She ſaw with joy her mortal charms decay, | 
% And was moſt beauteous, when admir'd the leaſt. 


«© Blameg 


tf 4, 


© «© Blamed for the freedoms of unconſelous youth, + | 
10 Heay'n alone ſhe made her meek appeals: Front 


«« She bleſt the fiends that violated truth, 451 ni To 
« And ſmiled on Malice while it ſtung her heels, YT. 


«Weep not, ye ſwains, that OY” RE « . | FR 1 
ve friendly virgins wipe your ſwollen uw ball; / : 
If you would j join her, go, her ſteps poſh. 5:7 nil Lak 
' * But ceaſe to weep, for Virtue never dies. 


5 E R R A T A, 
| | Page 12, line 7, for loweborn, read loveborne, 
; | Page 14, note, for or, read as. he 
| Page 21, line 4, for grows, read gnawse. | 
— Page 22, line 1, for mourn, read aan. 
| Page 24, line 15, for gracefull, read wraceful. 
Page 27, line 13, after ab, a point of Admira... OY 
Page 25. line 7, for newdvopt, read dewdropt. wy | 
Page 31, line 9, for cooing, read cawying. f | | ; 
Page 3Þ line 3, for poſſeſſions, read poſſeſſion's. 
. | Page 38, line 9, for whole, read <obile. 
4 l | Page 42, line 28, after chiefly love, caret a point. 
| Page 43, line 8, after but, read tobat. 
Do. do. line 19, for thee, read Je. 
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